Here these three days must I all famished go
for your beloved glance, like any child
left in his cradle by his nurse to grow
fretful at first and then with hunger wild.
And if we must be parted, since you know
how in your look death is by life beguiled,
could you not write ?   Or must I think you owe
a heart of rock where pity never smiled !
Rebellious, proud, ungrateful, is it right
to scorn my love, to its exceeding hurt,
nor let my faded cheek compassion move?
If for two hours I'm absent from your sight
I prove the proverb true that does assert:
" A day of waiting is an age of love/*